ON   THE   LAGO   DI   GARDA

Since it was her Evening of Honour, Adelaida was tin
person to see. She is very popular, though she is no longe
young. In fact, she is the mother of the young pert persoi
of Ghosts.

Nevertheless, Adelaida, stout and blonde and soft ani
pathetic, is the real heroine of the theatre, the prima. Sh
is very good at sobbing; and afterwards the men exclaim
involuntarily, out of their strong emotion, 'bella, bella!
The women say nothing. They sit stiffly and dangerous!
as ever. But, no doubt, they quite agree this is the tru
picture of ill-used, tear-stained woman, the bearer of man
wrongs. Therefore they take unto themselves the homag
of the men's 'bella, bella!' that follows the sobs: it is du
recognition of their hard wrongs: 'the woman pays,
Nevertheless, they despise in their souls the plump, soi
Adelaida.

Dear Adelaida, she is irreproachable. In every age, i
every clime, she is dear, at any rate to the masculine sou
this soft, tear-blenched, blonde, ill-used thing. She mm
be ill-used and unfortunate. Dear Gretchen, dear Desd^
mona, dear Iphigenia, dear Dame aux Camelias, dear Luc
of Lammermoor, dear Mary Magdalene, dear, patheti<
unfortunate soul, in all ages and lands, how we love yoi
In the theatre she blossoms forth, she is the lily of th
stage. Young and inexperienced as I am, I have broke
my heart over her several times. I could write a sonnei
sequence to her, yes, the fair, pale, tear-stained thin]
white-robed, with her hair down her back; I could call h<
by a hundred names, in a hundred languages, Mdisand
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